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Ne Highland Laſſie. 


A Favourite Scots Sone. 
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THE Lawland Maids gang trig and fine, 
But aft they're ſour and unco ſawey; 
Sae proud, they never can be kind, | 
Like my good-humour'd Highland Laſſie, 
O my bonny Highland Laſſie, h 
My hearty, ſmiling Highland Laſſie; 
May never care make thee leſs fair, 
But bloom of youth e' er bleſs my Laſſie. 


Than ony laſs in Borrowſtown, 


| Wha mak their cheeks with patches motie, 
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I'd tak my Katie in a 
-- Barefooted in her little cotie. 
O my bonny, &c. 


Beneath the brier or brecken buſh, 
Whene ler I kiſs and court my dautie, 
Happy and blithe as ane wad wiſh, | 

y flichteren heart gangs pittie pattie, 
O my bonny, &c. 
There's nane ſhall dare by word or deed 
Gainſt her to wag a tongue or finger, 
While I can wield my truſty ſword, 
Or frac my fide whiſk out a whinger. 
O my bonny, &c. 
The mountains clad wi? purple bloom, 
And berries ripe invite my treaſure ; 
To wi“ me let great folk gloom, . 
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While wealth and pride deſtroy their pleaſure 


O my bonny, &c. 


YOWLER, PRINTER, SALISBURY. 


